
I . ■! 


if , 


! I ’ 




I ' I 


f i ! 


I - 


i' {hrll!;";: I 

^ ! i 









\ VIV ^ 


, »rl*> .;. 
- -♦> • 


Theothcf to inioyby rage and Warfe.’ ' 

1 hcle fignes fore-run the death of Kings. - • • 

r^rcweli^ourCiountrimcn arc gone and fled^ ’ ... :?;r. 
AswclIairurcd/JwWthcirKingisdead. ■ 

T Ahi?^W<^j. with eies of hcauicnitild, 

I fee thy glorie like a fliooting ftarre, 

Fallto^the bale earth from the firniament>. 

Tlyfunncfetsjwcepingiflthelowly Well, - 

WitnclTmg llomjps tocome,wocand vnrcl! : 

Thy friends are fled to waite vpon thy foes, 

t/2 Jiu! crollely to thy good all fortune goes# 

' (Pr/rriA. EnurthcBuk^ofHerford, rorke,NorthSnberl^% 

. „ , « . Greene Trijoners^ 

‘ Bnngfoorththelemen,. 

And Greene, IvfAlnotVcxe your Coulcs ^ 

. Since prefently yourfoulcsoHiftpartyour 
• With two much vrging your perniciousliues, 
Tortwerenochariticj yettowalh your Wood - 

From off»iy hands,ftcre in the yiew^of men, 

4 vvjil vnfoldfbniecaules of your.death^ 

You haue ;mjf-led a-Prince, a Royall King, 

A happie Gentleraan in blood and lineaments, 
;liyyoaynbappiedanddisfigured<;leaHe, 

You haue in manner with your finfullhowres, 
MadeadiuorcebetwixthisQueeneandhiin, i 
broke the pro^ion of a Royall bed, •— ’ 

And ftaind tljc beautieof afayreQuecneschcckes, 

My felfe a Pnneeby fortune of my birth, ■ ® ^ 

ccerc to the King in blood, and neere in loue, 

111 they did make him raiAinterpret me, . 

Stef dcud,. ' ; 
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„ -,,r— RichArd theSiC^r ^ 

o.ue mcti8PpiBions,andmyliiiing blood, 

Tolh^itheworldlamaGentlemam . . 

This aXueh more, much more then twice alltb«, 
&ns,ou.o,hed.a.h . f«,hem d«Uu«cdou« 

JiuUinebrochto England : Lordsfawrf 

AndolasueiniuKicewiththepaines oi hell. 
Vnckic,youfay,theQucencisatyoorl^ufe, ^ 

For Gods fake fairelie let her be entreated,' 

Telfh^I fend to hermy kind commends*,^ r 

Takcfpeciallcaremygreetings bcdeliuercd. 

Ti/rke. A Gentleman ofmine I haue difpatcht . 

With liters of your loue to herat large. . 

Bniu Thanks (gentle Vnckle : ) come Lords, away, , ^ 

To fiahtwithe^^-and hiscomplices, 

A while to worke,and after holiday., Exeftnt^^^^ 

E»er the iAumerle'-, Carlile, 

King. BarkloughlyCaftlecallyouthisathand? 

An * Yea my Lord •, how brook s your Grace the ayre - 

AftcryourlatetolTmgonthebreakingSeasf , 

King. Meedsmuft 1 likeitwell,! weepe for loy, . . • 

To ftand vpon my kingdomc once againc - ^ ^ 

Deareearth,Idoefalutetheewithmyhand, 

Though Rebels Mouad thee with their Horfes hootes : ^ 

As along parted mother with her Child, 

Plaies fondliewith her teares, and fmilcsin meeting^ - 

Sowceping,fmiling,greetIthce|p«arth, 

And doetheefauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, , 

Butlct thy S?idcrs,that fuckevpthy venome, , 

And heauie gatedToads lie in their way, 

Dooing annoyance to the trechcrous fecte, 

Which with vfurpiag fteps do trample th«c« . 




